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THE CONTEMPLANT. 


ain Eastern Tale, 


Egypt, commonly stiled Abu- 
beker, the Faithful Witness, as 
resembling him, had spent 
many tranquil and happy days 
in the bosom of pleasure and | 
contentment. Every morning | 
did he annoint his head’ with 
the oil of gladness, when his 
only son Kitchtab, in favour of 
whom he had amassed great 
treasures, and, extended. his 
conquests, was wounded, 
amidst the ardours of the chase 
by an arrow shot from an un- 
known hand, and instantly ex- 
pired. 


| 
| 
| 
} 
MAAN Benzaid, Soldan of , 
| 
| 
| 


Maan Benzaid delivered 
‘himself up to all the gloomy 
horrors of the deepest heart- 
felt grief ; he refused to enter 
again his palace, and retired in. 
to a grot, the darkest and most 
dismal he could find in a neigh- 
bouring mountain. There he 
rolled about on the dust, rent 
‘is. garments, tore away the 

airs of his venerable beard, 








| and would not taste of the cup 


| of consolation from the hands 


of patience. He did not per- 
mit his domestics to approach 
him, and heard nothing but 
the lugubrious eries of noctur- 
nal birds fluttering about his 
dark cavern. ‘£ Can God be 
called a Beneficient Being, 
said Maan Benzaidto himseif 
without ceasing, he who takes 
pleasure in wounding the soul 
by unexpected blows; he, who 
destroys his creatures by rem- 
ediless misfortunes? Ye im- 
post or Imans, speak to us no 
more of the goodness and jus- 
tice of a Proyidence that di- 
rects all events, and loves man- 
kind. He, whom ye pretend 
toreign in the heavens, is so 
far from protecting the wretch- 
ed children of men, that he 
rather seeks amusement in 
blasting the swéetest and gay- 
est flowers in the gatden of 
Hope ; and, as a pitiless giant, 
in levelling with the dust the 
strongest towers of happiness, 
with the iron club of his wrath. 
| If that Eeing had the goodness 
' his priests sing the eulogies of 


























6 


_——_— 


Q 


= 





THE LADY’S MISCELLANY ,; 











he would undoabtedly be pre- 
vailed on to banish those evils 
which make this wor!d a prison 
of anguish, and a valley of van- 
ity and misfortune.—I cannot, 
will not longer remain in it.’— 
He then stretched out, with 
Yage, his hand, which despair 
had armed with a poignard, 


and was ready to pierce his || 


heart, when suddenly his cave 
flashed with lightnings—Z be- 
ing of a beauty and stature 
more than human, clothed 
with arobe of celestial nature, 
crowned with amaranths, and 
waving a palm tree branch he 
held in his right hand, stopped 
short the trembling and as- 
tonished Soldan’s arm, and ad- 
dressed him saying with a ma- 
jestic smile, ‘ Follow me to the 
top of this mountain.’ 


When they arrived, ‘I am, 
Gabriel, the angel of peacz’, 
said this respectable conductor 
to him ;.‘turn thy eyes towarda 
the valley.” Maan Benzaid 
saw a desert barren isle, over- 
spread with burning sands : In 
the midst of it he perceived a 
meagre, pale, and ghastly 
figure. It was a merchant, 
who was perishing of hunger, 
and was making dismal Jamen- 
tations by not finding ‘herb, 
grain, or spring of water in 
that desert ; he was also implor- 





ing the protection of heaven 


| against the tygers, which were 
ready to devour him. He held 
in his hands a casket of jewels, 
which he threw on the sand as 
| useless to him, and with great 
dificulty crawled along to- 
‘wards an eminence to which 
| he every evening repaired, to 
espy and give signals to the 
first ship chance might direct 
to the tisiand. ‘ Ye masters of 
the heavens, said Maan Ben- 
| zaid, do not permit that dis- 
| tressed and forlorn wretch to 
| be devoured by wild beasts ! 
‘ Keep thy tongue silent,’ said 
the angel, ‘ and observe.’——He 
looked about him, and saw a 
ship putting in at this desert 
island. The joy of the mer- 
chant, almost ready to expire 
for want of food, was not tobe 
expressed, when the captain 
offered.to carry him to his 
country, if he would give him 
some reward, The merchant 
offered him the half of his jew- 
els, and the captain having ex- 
cepted it, held council with his 
people to scize upon the rest, 
and abandon him to his deplo- 
rable fate ; they did so, accor- 
dingly, and the unfortunate 
merchant in vain strove to 
move them to pity, by his sup- 
plications and by his tears. 











¢O Heavens! Wilt thou 


permit so atrocious an injustice 
cried Maan Benzaid! ‘ Tak ke 
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notice,’ said ‘the piel © be. | : 
hold that ship, into which thou | 
didst wish that wretch had | 
been received, 
pieces by a rock on which it | 
has just now struck ; do not : 
you hear the lamentable cries | 
of the seamen! Leave the 
worid to be governed by the | 
Great and Wise Dispenser that 
has created it! Soon will He 
relieve that famished man by 
the provisions that will float 
ashore tohim: He impresses 
awe on the wild beast before 
him, and Hewill deliver him 
out of that horrid desert by | 
means known only to himself, | 
His heart having been influen- 
ced and engrossed by avarice, 
he was not only the most con- 
temptible, but the most unhap- 
py of men. He imagined that 
there was in riches some tran- 
scendent charm, by the help 
of which he should gratify all 
his desires, and should never 
have any thingto fear. This 
day he has not only began to 
despise, but even to have rich- 
es in horror, by scattering his 
jewels on the sand, he has been 
sensible of their inutility, and 
the behaviour of the seamen 
has shewn him how pernicious 
they may be ; he is now con- 
scious to himself that they are 
good or bad, useful or hurtful, 





| possessor. 








according to the temper of the 











or the man, 
who has learned wisdom in the 
school of adversity ! Now turn 


declecal.. ta thy eves on that side, and thou 


i wiltsee a sight far more affec - 
ting to thee than that to which 
thou hast been a witness.’ 


Atthe samqinstant the Sol- 
dan saw a magnificent palace, 
adorned with the jasper statues 


_ of his ancestors:its ivory doors 


turning on hinges of Golconda 
gold, presented to view athrone 
of diamonds, environed by the 
rajas of fifty nations, and by 
ambassadors clad in robes of all 
sorts of colours. On this 
throne sat Kitchtab, the son 
Maan Benzaid, whose death 
he so bitterly bewailed ; and 
by his side was a princess, 
more beautiful than a Houwri, 
one of the delectable nymphs 
of Paradise. 


‘Oh! beneficent Allah ! 
"tis my son,’ cried the Soldan; 
‘ah! let me take him inte my 
arms, and bring him close to 
my heart!’ The angel ans- 
wered him : * Thou canst not 
embrace a being that has no 
substance ; this is merely a 
vision; I only shew thee what 
might have been the destiny of 
thy son, if he had lived longer.’ 
‘ And why,’ cried Maam Bem- 
zaid, ‘was he not permitted 
to live longer ? Why have I not 
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the sztisfaction to see him en- 
joy so much happiness and 
nower ?’ * Wait a moment,’ 
replied th. inhabitant of the 
fifth heaven. Maan Benzaid, 
continuing to look attentively, 
perceived that the face of his 
son,on which he wasaccustom- 
ed to see an agreeable smile, 
and the sprightly coleurs of 
healih, sometimes indicated 
the pertubations of rage, and | 
sometimes the intoxications of | 
drunkenness he had indulged ; | 
he saw likewise painted on it, | 
disdain, terror, and all the} 
wretched symptoms of a de- | 
bauched life ; his hands were | 
imbrued in blood : his heart. 
seemed rent with the violence | 
of rage ; the palace, where be- | 
fore sparkled all the pomp of! 
the east, was all of a sudden} 
changed intoa dark dungeon ; 
His son lay extended on the | 
ground, bound, shackled, fet- 
tered, and his eyes plucked 
out. Soon after he saw the| 
favourite sultaness, whose bean- | 
ty he had so much admired, 
present Kitchtab with a| 
poisoned cup,which she forced 
him to drink, and he saw her 
directly after married with his 
successor to the throne. 














*Happy,’ said the angel of 





peace, ‘is he, whom Provi- 
dence has delivered from a’ 


| 


-have shed so many tears! 





criminal state by the angel of 
death, and from whom Provi- 
dence has taken a power that 
would have brought upon bim 
the extremity of wretchedness!” 


‘ Enough, cried Maan Ben- 
zaid, I adore the impenetrable 
designs of the Almighty Pow- 
From what dreadful evils 
has not my son been preserv- 
ed by that. death fpr which I 
Tt 
isa death of innocence and 
peace which has left on the 
earth his memory as a bless- 
ing, and has consigned his soul 


er! 


'| over to an immortality of hap- 


piness in heaven,’ 


‘ Throw away the dagger,’ 
said the celestial messenger to 
him, ‘with which thou didst 
intend tasmite thyself; change 


‘thy complaints into a respect- 


ful silence, and thy doubts in- 
to profound admiration ; cana 
mortal, without confusion, and 
without giddiness, look into 
the immense abyss of eternity? 
Can a mind that sees only at 
an infinitely short distance,de- 
scry the whole chain of events? 
Can the canals thou hast cau- 
sed tobe dug, for receiving 

the annual inuundations of the | 
Nile, contain the waters of the 
ocean? Remember, that per- 
fect happiness cannot be given 
toacreature : Perfect happi- 
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ness is the attribute of a great | 
being, whichcan be no more 
communicated than infinite 
power and eternicy.’ 


After thus speaking, the 
angel expanded his wings and 
tlew towards the Empyreum.— 
Maan Benzaid returned to hi- 
palace, and found in the aagel’s | 
words the principles of true | 
happiness, | 











= = —s =z; 





The Loves of Artuo & CoL- | 
VAL. 


A Fragment. 


ARGUMENT. Artho, previous to 
the engagement in which he fell, tender- 
ly relates the sincerity of his affection 
for Colval, and pathetically laments the 
distressing embarrassments she would 
be subjected to, should he be devoted in 
the battle. 


‘‘ YE fertile hills of ever 
pleasing Carnmoor ! how oft, 
on your delightful summits, 
when grey-eyed evening spread 
her dusky veil around, have I, 
hand in hand with the pride of 
Ardia’s fair, breathed the soul 
of purest love with gentle tales 
into thy listening ear, O sweet- 
ly blooming Colval! 


€ With winning looks, which 
betrayed in languishment her 
soul’s affection, how engaging. 


M 


le 


te e 








ly has she uttered, * Artho, 
will thy love contimue ? But 





why do I doubt? Thou art 
gentle as a dove—nor wouldst 
thou leave me as a blasted plant 
on the plains of Malmor.” 


Glowing with extasy,! press- 
ed the joy of my life to my en- 


amoured bosom, and vowed: 


eternal love. In accents which 
might charm the too-hasty 
step of time, her tender soul 
o’erflowed. With what ex- 
tatic transports hath every 
word thrilled through my bes- 
om : not Malmor’s swains taste 
half the bliss, when the rich 
bowl of nectar proclaims the 
joys of harvest, can know no 
greater increase. 


* But oh ! thou lovely fair, 
what distressing paleness will 
o’erspread thy beauteous cheek 
should Artho’s life be devoted 
to his country’s good! O thou, 
who art fairer than the new- 
fallen snow! thou blue-eyed 
maid of Ardilla! I know the 
memory of Artho wilinot soon 
be erased from thy love-sick 
bosom. Should he, whose soul 
enjoys no happiness but in thy 
favour-—should thy Artho fall 
as a blasted oak on Caino’s 
field, though zephyrs play on 
the mountains—and the show- 
ers of the spring descend—the 
carden of thy deiights will be 
neglected. Alas! I fear, my 


’ muchloved Colval will sink be- 
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neath the clouds of woe.—For 


as the ivy entwines around the | 
oak, and rejoices in its pro- | 
tector—or as the vine is sup- | 
ported by its tendrils—so was 

my affection,thy joy, O Colval, 1 


Thou wilt exclaim, leave me 


my life, forsake not thy Colval. 


Not Carnmoor’s hills with all | 


their deer, not all its woods | ble agreeable and sprightly an- 


| imals, butabeau is as stupid in 


with every bird of song, nor 
mossy streams with all their 
murmuring charms, can give 
a gleam of joy to Colval, when 
thou art gone. 

‘ My soul sinks beneath its 
apprehensions fer thee, O Col- 
val—tho’ for himself thy Ar- 
tho knows not fear. The strife 
of steel—the rattling dio of 
arms, cannot daunt the stedfest 
purpose of his soul—his life 
is devoted to check the inva- 
ders who threaten to despoil 
the beauties of Carnmoor. 

‘Colval, I fall gloriously 
among contending warriors, 
and thou toc wilt not feel the 
oppressive burden of years— 
nor shall the days, when the 
sun will be dim on the moun- 
tains, bend thv deticate franie; 
for thou, my Colval, wilt sink, 
I fear, under the wasting blast 
of affliction. But thou wilt 
arrive where thy long-loved 
Artho shall have reposed be- 
fore thee ; and with thee Elysi- 
um will yield all its joys.” 


{1 
{f 
{ 








-ny Williams’s preserver 


' any public steps. 


- Sipe 
MUSCELLANEQOUS., 


BEA U. 
A being, who would puzzie 


Linneus to ascertain the class 
touhich he belonged. Beaus 


| have generally becn arranged 
not, my Artho—thou soul of |! 


among the monkey tribe. This 
was extremely hard upon the 
monkies ; fortiey are tolera- 


conversation, as he is frivolous 
ndress. He is like Miss Fan- 
of 
beauty, ‘a curious compound.’ 
He is, literally, made up of® 
marechal powder, cravat and 
bootees. The tailor and the 
shoemaker, the perfumer, and 
the Jaundress, must all sit in 
council, before a beau can take 
He has as 
many, and as outre names, as 
an Indian sachem ora Spanish 
grandee. Among the ladies, 
_he is sometimes a sweet, and 
| sometimes a pretty fellow.— 
He is called the ‘ dandy,’ by 
one party, and the‘ tippy,’ by 
another. His reading is con- 
fined to the surface of litera- 
ture ; to the Jocky Club, and 
to acomimon newspaper. His 
knowledge extends to the bar- 
ber’s shop, and he has travel- 
led round—a washball! His 
¢ small clothes,’ as they are 
| ingeniously styled by the fair, 
are so immoderately long, that 
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they would be called trowsers 
any where, but in the polite 
world, His vest is a circingle, 
and his coat a jacket. His hair 
is tied at the bottom with two 
yards of Mrs. Milliquet’s pad- 
usoy, and a splinter of ugly 
and gnarly wood, ‘ of the value 
of nine-pence,’ is brandished 
in his hand. 


—2 oe 


A FINE WOMAN. 


This phrase, when employ- 
ed by nine tenths of the human 
race, means a female, with 
party coloured feathers waving 
on her head, and vanity flut- 
tering at her heart. She, who 
with a few questions to her 
partner can play a game of 
Whist, go into her parlour 
whenit rains very fast abroad, 
and place a timely patch over 
an intrusive pimple, is a Fine 
Woman. But if you seek one 
of Solomon’s ladies, ‘ whose 
price is above rubies.’ - TI ad- 
vise you, my romantic friend, 
to embark in the first vessel 
bound to Jerusalem. You must 
cross the Red Sea, if you mean 
to adventure for such rich 
merchandize. 


Sociability. 

This high enjoyment is too 
often sought after in crowds.— 
‘ Letus go to such a tavern 
party’, says an idler of my ac- 





A 











quaintance, ‘ we shall be very 
sociable, for their will be more 
than twenty.’ Now if a wise 
man did not fear growing sick. 
or drunk amidst such a crew, 
the number alone would deter 
him from entering the Inn 
doors. I have remarked that 
the conversation of a cluster of 
men and women generally de- 
generates into clamor, or melts 
away into awkward silence.— 
Where only twoor three are 
gathered together, topics are 
numerous and well reciproca- 
ted. 


He Was. 


I don’t care a cent what he 
was, I wish to know what he 
is. People like the Ameri- 
cans, who affect to despise an- 
cestry, ought not to use the 
past tense, concerning charac- 
ter. Whiat signifies it, if Miss 
was married to cummon 
sense, ten years ago, I know 
that new the poor girl is 2 
widow. 





Pity. - 


When I hear one say to his 
neighbour in adversity, ‘lam 
sorry for your misfortunes.’ 
it sounds very much, in my ear 
like, ‘ bring me my slippers.’ 
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The SPECULATOR. 
NumBerR VY. 
Saturpay, Nov. 24, 1810. 


Sunt bona, eunt quetam mediocria, suit 
snala plura 

Suan bet 

Que legis. 


Mar. Epig 


IT is my intention, at least 
once in crery month, to oblige 
my Correspondents, as far as 
lies in my power, by the inser- 
tion of their Epistles ; and, _as 
different persons, naturally 
write upon different subjects, 
the Speculator devoted to such 
purpose, will compose what 
the Spanish wéuld call an olla 
podrida, or a dish formed with 
avariety of ingredients. | 
cannot promise that my readers 
will receive from partaking of 
it much gratification,but that I 
cannot help, and (to keep up 
the eating simile) if they do 
not like the bill of fare, upon 
examination, they must leave 
it, and turn to something more 
agreeable to their palates. 

The number of Epistles, 
Billets and jeau d’sprits, | 
have received since I took up- 
on myself the Speculator, are 
considerably numerous ; some 
Tallow, do very little honor, 
either to the heads or hearts of 
the authors, yet out of the least 
exceptionable I have culled 
the following for this weeks 


Speculator. The first comes 


‘ 
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from a despairing swain, who 
bas lost his mistress, apparent- 
ly by Lis own folly, and as the 
case is by no means out of the 
course of human events, I shall 
only caution him against the 
commission of any thing rash. 
What hang or drown for the 
sake of a faithless mistress ?— 
No, no, Mr. H- R. a little 
cool reflection, will soon con- 
vince you that your loss is not 
so great, as you at present im- 


. > . 
'agine, for an znconstant woman 
isnot worth a thought or a 


sigh ; and as to the Gentleman, 


_were I in your place, 1 should 
‘wish him no other. misfortune 


than that of being Aenourably 
ticd to the Lady for life. 


Mr. SpECULATOR, 

‘Jam one of those beings 
whose lot itis tobe always in 
perpetual trouble ; scarcely do 
I tind mgse!f extricated from 
one cificulty before Iam plun- 
ged headlong into another, 
without even the most distant 
hope of being freed from my 
perplexity. Yet altho’ Ihave 
heretofore borne my _ afilict- 
ions with patience, I cannot 
now help relating to you my 
present lamentable situation.— 
You must know, Sir, that one 
of-the fair ofthis city, captiva- 
ted my affections early in life ; 
to her, and her alone, I paid 
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attention, and once had every |’ pondents, (particularly — the 
reason to believe that my visits |; Ladies,) what sort of man you 


But alas ! 
alas | how soon was I ¢ huri'd 
from my high estate.” Like 
the midnight frost an insidi- 
ous rival nipt her affections in 
the bud: and she now eyes 
me with that indifference so ine 
dicative of contempt: she no 
more -but enengh—--my 
heart is too full to procecd— 
the scene is too affecting 0 
dwellupon. Yet, what height- 
ens my despair is, that I have 
been the very means of ingra- 
tiating into the good graces of 
my beloved, that wretch, who 


were not in vain. 





has thus so unexpectedly been | 


the cause of my misfortune. 


Do, my Dear Sir, I conjure 
you, take my distressing situ- 
ation into serious consiJera- 
tion, and inform me how I am 
to conduct myself, to avoid the 
most desperate attempt, that 


of dispatching myself, or of | 


ridding the world of an ungen- 
erous, unfaithful rival. 


In despair yours, 
P—vs I{i——r. 
To Mr. Speculator, 
Sir, 
‘ Since you have undertaken 


to write for the Town, I think 
it no more than fair, that you 








| 
| 
t 
| 
| 
} 


should inform your Corres. ' 


i} 
| are, whether long or short, old 


| or young, crooked or strait, 
good-natured or morose ; for, 
untd youdo, I shall think as 
at present : that you are an ill- 
'uatured, ugly, frumpish, old 
fellow—I don’t like youa bit, 
neither does my sweetheart 


Mr. D 





° 
Yours, 


Patiy Pert, 


Miss Patty cannot be obli- 
ged, I never indulge imperti- 
nent curiosity. 

Friend Speculator, 

‘Liike thy writings much, 
but cannot say, I admire thy 
mottos. <A text in plain Eng- 
glish, suits my taste much bet- 
ter than any foreign jargon. I 
applied to my son, who ha 
lately left College, for a trans- 
lation, but he affirms that thy 
head pieces-are neither in Z/e- 
brew, Latin or Greek, and that 
he dehes allthe men since the 
days of Solomon, to make of 
, them either head or tail, I pray 
thee in future give thy readers 
| something after the old fashion, 


‘and thou will oblige, thy 


Well wisher, 


Fesse Plainway.’ 








If my friend Jesse’s Son has 
so * lately left College’ I can- 
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not doubt his capacity, and ‘will | 
endeavour hereafter, some- 
times to write within the sphere 
of his comprehension. 





My Dea? Spec. 


“You have no conception 
how your Speculations delight 
me ; not that I carea fig about 
the matter of them, but the 
mottos, the mottos it is. that 
gives me all the pleasure.— 
You must know that I set up 
fur asmart polished natty beau; 
indeed I’m all the rage, largest 
cape in Town ; smallest rim’d 
hat, and carry the ugliest cud- 
gle ; every Sunday afternoon 
visit a groupe of young Misses, 
carry your paperin my pock- 
et and read the mottos,toshew 
my learning ; Swear by Funo 
they are extatic, though by the 
bye don’t understand a word 
of them, no matter, give my 
own translation : swell, look 
big, astonish the young ladies, 
who take me fora paragon of 
wit and wisdom. Don’t you 
think I write very janfee and 
nea? ; notwithstanding my want 


of latin? Pleese to enlarge 


{ 
\ 





' 
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SSS 
conceal my real name, and 
subscribe myself 

eternally Yours, 


Billy Frible.’ 


I beg to inform Mr. Frible, 
that I consider him an ex- 


; tremely accomplished young 
gentleman. 
‘be duly attended to; and, 


His request shall 
in 
order to oblige him further, I 
pledge myself, that the mo- 
ment Mr. White procures a 
set of Greektypes, for which 
he is now in contract, to write 
a whole Speculator in that 
language. If Mr. Frible 
should find any difficulty in ~ 
reading the Greek character, 
a few lessons from a German 
master, will give him a smat- 
tering of High dutch, which 
will answer every purpose, he 
can also in that case, form the 
language, as well as give it in 
his own translation, and doubt- 
less the Ladies,more than ever, 
will think him a vastly delect- 
able fellow! 





Mr. Speculator, 
‘ Hark’e, as I was bearing 


your mottos, and make nd I down Broadway the other 


about twice as long. 


write you more, but have this | 


moment todress for As. Sun- 


says ball. 


|| sight ; 


I would || morning, in the latitude of St. 


Paul’sa young Lady hove in 
her upper works all 


| carried away, and otherwise 


| much damaged. 


Thinking as 


For fear of detection, I shall i! hew she might be in distress, 
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I made chase, fired a gun 
a head, and brought her too, 





and while I was lying yard and » 


yard, with an intent to take 
her in tow ; three land-lubbers 
came athwart my quarter, and 
laid me on my beam ends, and 
when I righted again found 
my self fast moored in the reads 
of Limbo, wind bound until 
next quarter sessions, Some 
of my ship-mates advised me 
to apply to you, and if it so 
be, that you can by any means, 
contrive to cut my fasts, and 
set me adrift, Tl pipe all 
hands, and drivk a can to your 
everlasting prosperitv. 
Thine, 
Bob Capstan.’ 
Limbo Roads. 


Bob. If you can substantiate 
what you relate, I would ad- 
vise you on your trial, to in- 
form his Honor the Mayor, 
that the Lady in question, car- 
ried fulse coulours, and that 
you fired at her through mMis- 
take, and if he docs not acquit 
you, he no longer deserves to 
be called the Futher of our 
city. 

Dearest Spec. 

In case you should not have 
sufficient matter, for next Spec- 
ulative. number please to insert 
this, Yours, obediently, 

Peier, 


—_—— —— ee on 








| Peter, is certainly a very 
i entertaining and valuable Core 

respondent, when he has /ei- 
sure, I should be happy to hear 
from him again, 


*,* Three persons of con- 
siderable information, have 
alternately for the space of 
seven days, been endeavouring 
to decipher the Poem of Osso- 
los, but all in vain, Sguire Os- 
solos, had better stick to his 
‘ retreat.’ 





The gentleman who fought 
six bouts in nine hours, cer- 
tainly displayed considerable 
prowess, but I caution him te 
take care of his health. 


L. 
ED -> ae —— 


King James]. of England, 
went Gut of his way to hear a 
noted preacher.. The clergy- 
man, seeing the king enter, left 
his text to declaim against 
swearing, for which the king 
was notorious, When done, 
James thanked him for his ser. 
mon ; but asked him what con. 
nexion swearing had with the 
text. He answered, ‘ since 
your majesty came ont of your 
way through curiosity, I could 
not, in compliance, do less than 
go out of mine to meet you.” 





Love—without deceit ; is a 
N scarce article. 
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THE LADY’S MISCELLANY ; 
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For the Lady’s Miscellany. 


VARIETY. 


@RIGINAL AND SELECTED: 
«Every thing in this world is big 
with jest, and has wit in it, and in- 
struction 100, if we can but find it out.” 





Faded Beauty. 


A decayed coquette is like an | 





| 


ii 


| 


| 


A wit bemoaning the un- 
| comfortable prospect of celib- 
acy, and comparing the re- 
spective happiness of a married 


and single state, exclaimed, 
_what can make the bitter cup 
of a bachelor’s life go down! 


' 





old goose, admired for nothing | 


—except her feathers, * 


a 


A new and terrible species 
of punishment was suggested, 
by a cotemporary in tke case 
of Shuttlewcod, the pol) za- 
mist, namely, to confine him 
for life with his four wives ! 
Inthe plentitude of benevo- |. 
lence, we recommend hanging 
or transportation. 


ee 


A labourer accidentally fell 
froma seaffold, and disloca- 
ting his neck, died on the spot. 
ne of the jurors, summoned 
to enquire into the cause of the 
poor man’s death,meeting with 
some difficulty in finding the |. 
place where the body lay, at 
last, very vociferously bawled 
out in the streets, * where does 


the man dive, who broke his |} , 
| earth-quakes.’ 


nesk “9g 











and inthe same tone, by way 


_of s If condolent reponse, ob- 


served, a-lass! a-lass ! 


= 


_—“~ee 


A certain author was telling 
George Sewel, that a passage 
| he found fault within his poem 
might be justified, and that he 


thought ita metaphor: Jt 7 
such a one then, said the docter, 


as, truly, I never Met a fore. 


i 


A person was brought be- 
“fore a jessies: for calumoiating 
a baker. ‘ Your worship,’ says 
the accused, ‘ may depend on 


| what i say on oath, that I only 
observed th 


plantiff was as 


honest a man’ asever lived by 
_ bread.’ 


| 
c 
\ 


Quin, when once dinning 
with a friend, called lustily for 


the pudding. The cook had 
forgot it. ‘ Oh: the Sabbath 


breaking brimstone,’ exclaim- 


ed he, ‘no wonder we have 











OR, THE WEEKLY VISITOR. 77 














On Vows. 
Sigismund, Emperor of Ger- 
many, being one day asked 


er Fa 


| old, slipped between two ves- 
sels at the Old slip, and having 
sunk before assistance could be 


what was the surest method of || had, although he was immedi- 


remaining happy in this world, 
replied, ‘ Only do always in 
health what you have efien 
promised to do when you were 
sick.’ 








LADY’S MISCELLANY. 





NEW-VORK, Nowember 24, 1810. 





6¢ Re it our task, 
To note the passing tidings of the time.” 





- 





The City Inspector reports the death of 
46 persons in this city and suburbs dur- 
ing the last week. 


—-———— 


CORONER’S REPORTS. 

On Saturday last, anewborn 
infamt, supposed to be nearly 
full grown, which had been in 
aclandestine manner slightly 
buried in a vacant lot. adjoin- 
ing M’Queen’s aigfurnace,was 
rooted up by hogs and partly 
devoured before it was discov- 
ered. Andonthe 16th, Fri- 
day, Elizabeth Jackson, the 
old woman struck with a ham- 
mer by Badgley on the Friday 
preceding,died of her wounds, 
and the inquest returned a ver- 
dict of wilful murder. 

Last evening, between 7 and 
8 o'clock, James Carvey, a na- 
tive of Ireland, about 24 years 


Pe 
. 


ately drawn up by the first at- 
tempt with a boat-hook, was 
drowned, and notwithstanding 
the knowledge and experience 
‘in the means of resusciation. 
possessed by the public, suf- 
fered to remain a corpse. The 
horrid and destructive practice 
of rolling on a barrel in cases 
of this kind prevails to an as- 
|tonishing degree, but cannot 
‘be too Strongly reprobated. 


Col. Nov. 20. 
During the late heavy rains, 
ithe bridge built across the 
Conococheague at Williams- 
| port, was entirely swept away, 
together with a number of 
| mil's, distilleries, &c: 








| Brig. Gen. Crawford has 
‘died in Portugal. 





Fire at Baltimore. 

On. Saturday night a fire 
| broke out in the stables of Mr, 
Fulton’s Globe Inn,which were 
entirely consumed—tlie Hotel 
not much injured. A gentle- 
man from Virginia, a country 
merchant, was killed, and four 
or five horses were burnt. 





A Counterfeit billofthe U. S. 
bank, Philadelphia, to Wm. 
West, or order, Dec. 2, 1807, 








‘tected at Baltimore. 








| for 20 dollars, has been de- 
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Loss of the sch. Tiger: 


This vessel sailed from New 
York Oct. 5, for Martinique. 
Passengers in her, Miss Louisa 
D’ Araymond, Miss Constantia 
Portier, and Mr. John Parsons 
of N. York—Messrs. Charles 
Chauveau,of Quebec ; Lugan, 
of Gasconne, ‘Thomas QO. Mar- 
shall and servant, of St. Luca; 
B. Cordier and servant, and 
Roulet,of Martinique ; & James 
Hasell, of S. Carolina. Onthe 
9th, the vessel was upset by a 
squall,the capt. and pissengers 
being all below. Only the capt. 
and 2 passengers succeeded in 
yeaching thedeck. Late the 
next day, the foremast went 
over, and at 12 at might the 
mainmast went by the board, 
and the vessel righted. At 8, 
onthe 10th, the wind abated, 
and then the survivors below 
were drawn up through the sky 
light by means of a rope, after 
a watery confinement of 2% 
hours, and discovered that Mr. 
Marshall, Mr. Lugan,Mr.Rou 
let, and Mr. Cordier’s servant 
were drowned in the cabin—the 
cook, a black man, was washed 
from the deck, and drowned, 
the day before. AtlOo'clk. the 
sch. Warren, Hathaway, from 
Baltimore for Lisbon,took them 
off the wreck ,where the remain- 
ed 14 days. On the 24th spoke 
Mary-Aon, Briggs, from Liver- 
pool, for N. York, who politely 
took Messrs. penal” ,Chauveu, 
Cordier,and 3 seamen on board 
and ‘brought them safe to-this 
port. ‘Theremainder of the 


passengers and crew remained 
with the Warren, in hopes of 
meeting an opportunity 
reach the West Indies. 


to 
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SEE ATSEST  Sa 


MARRIE D, 


On Saturday evening Jast,by 
the Rev. Dr. Kuypers, Mr. 
George Talcott, jun. to Mrs. 
Angelina Reed. | 


At Stamford, Con. by the 
Rev. Danicl Smith, Mr. James 
Boorman, of the house of Di- 
vie Bethune & Co. of this city, 
to Miss Mary W. Davenport, 
daughter of the hon. John Da- 
venport, of the former place. 


On Tuesday, Oct, 30, by the 
Rev. Dr. Hobart, Mr. Hector 
Holcomb, to Miss Charlotte 
Atwood, both of this city. 


In Canandagua, N. Y. Mr. 
Timothy More ly, aved 55, 
(having lived a widower five 
weeks,) to Mrs. Ruth Reid, 
aged 43. 

In Boston, Mr. Joseph 
Frank, to Miss Abigail Dar- 


ling. Mr, Christopher Gore, 
to Miss Sally H. Woodman. 
™, 
eee SS 
DIED, 


On Friday evéning last, Mr. 
Ephraim Brasher, esq. in the 
66th vear of bis age. 


Oo Saturday evening last, 


Capt. Patrick Roach, aged 42. 


On Wednesday evening, 
14th inst. in consequence of a 
fail William Barraclough Mott, 
jun. aged 12 years & 2 months. 


On ‘Thursday, 15th inst. 
Mr. Freeman Clarkson. 


On Wednesday evening, 
suddenly, Miss Ann Thomas, 
eldest dau ghteér of the late Mr. 
Wm. Tes, of this city. ° 
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“© Apolle struck the enchanting Lyre, 
The Muses sung in strains alternate.” 


Seeeeeseeeesseeeaeeeseesaereseee 


(SELECTED.) 


(In the Zoonomia of Dr. Darwin, 
among various instances recorded by 
that philosophical physician of what he 
ealls maniacal hallucination, or mental 
delusion, is the case ofa young farmer 
of Warwickshire, whose story was we'l 
authenticated in the public papers of the 
time. A poor elderly woman in his 
neighbourhood was inthe habit, urged 
by the pinching necessities of an inclem. 
ent winter, of taking a few sticks from 
his grounds and his hedge, to preserve 
the fading fire in her forlorn cottage — 
Suspecting the delinquent, the hard 
hearted hind watched and detected her. 
After wrenching from her the scanty 
fag¢got, blows and reproaches succeeded 
Struck with the misery of he situst on 
and the cruelty of her oppresso, she 
kneeled, and rearing her withered hands 
to the cold moon, prayed that ‘ he might 
never again know the blessi::¢ of warmth’ 
The ‘ sharp misery,’ and impassiened 
gesture of the miserable matron, at once 
extinguished the dim reason of the rus. 


tic. He immediately complained of a | 


preternatural chillness, was continually 
ealling for more fire and clothes, and 


conceived himself to be in a freezing | 


state, till the time of his death, which 
happened shortly after. | On this sin- 
gular story, the admirable author of 
* Lyrical Ballads’, a collection of Poems 





— 











has founded the following ballad, which 
is in the genuine spirit of ancient Eng- 
lish song, and shews, by proof irrefra- 
gable, that simplicity and the language 
of ordinary life may be connected with 
the most exquisite poetry. Thepathos, 
fine painting, and natural imagery of 
this tender ballad are worthy the mighty 
mind of Shakespeare. No man, who 
has a soul alive tothe high enthusiasm 
ef poetry can read, without emotion and 
tears, the following beautiful specimen 
of the magic of the bard. It is indited 
in the very language of Nature, and 
transcends the French paste and tinsel 
of the childish Coleridges, Southeys, and 
Merrys of theage, as far as Hesper out- 
shines the ‘ dubious light’ of the glow 
worm.) 


GOODY BLAKE & HARRY GILL. 
A True Story. 


OH ! what's the matter? what‘s the 
matter ? 

What is‘t that ails young Harry Gill ? 

That evermore his teeth they chatter, 

Chatter, chatter, chatter still. 

Of waistcoats Harry has no lack, 

Good duffle grey, and flannel fine ; 

He hasa bianket on his back, 

And coats enough to smother nine. 


In March, December, andin July, 
‘Tis all the same with Hairy Gill ; 
The neighhours tell, ynd tell you truly, 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 

At night, at morning, and at noon, 
‘Tis all the same with Harry Gill; 
Beneath the sun, beneath the moon, 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 


Young Harry was a lusty drover, 
And who so stout of limb as be ? 
His cheeks were red as ruddy clover, 
His voice was like the voicz of three: 


Auld Goody Blake was old and poor, 
Ili fed she was, and thinly clad; 
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And any man who pass‘d her door, 
Might see how poor a hut she had. | 


Allday she spun in her poor dwelling, 
And then her three hours‘ work at night | 
Alas ? ‘twas hardly worth the telling, 
it would not pay for candle light. 
—This woman dwelt in Dorsetshire, 
Her hut was on a cold hill side, | 
And in that country coals are dear, 
For they come far by wind and tide. 


By the same fire to boil their pottage, 
Two poor old dames, as Ihave known, 
Wiil often live in one small cottage, 
Cut she, poor woman, dwelt alone. 

*T wag well enough when summer came, 
The long, warm,lightsome summer day, 
Then at her door the canty dame 
Would sit, as any linnet gay. 





But when the ice our streams did fetter, 

Oh ! then how her peor old bones would 
shake ! 

You would have said if you had met her 

‘Twas a hard time for Goody Biuxe. 

Her evenings then were dull and dead ; 

Sad case it was, as you may think, 

For very cald to go to bed, 

Aud then fo- cold not sleep a wink. 


ee 


) joy for her ! when‘er in winte’, 

The winds at night had made a route, | 
And scatter‘d many a lusty splinter, — 
And many a rotten bough about, 

Yet never had she, well or sick, 

As every man who knew her savs, 

A pile before hand, wood or stick, 
Enough to warm her for threed ys. 


Now when the frost was past enduring, 
And made her poor old bones to ache, 
Could any thing be more alluring, 
Than an o'd hedge to Goody Blake ? 
And now and then it must be sai:], 

W ben her old bones were cold and chill, 
She left her fire, or left her bed, 

To seek the hedge of Harry Gill: 





Now Harry he had long suspected 
‘this trespass of old Goody Blake, 





And vow‘d that she should be detected; 
And he on her would vengeance take. 
And oft from his warm fire he'd go, 
And to the fields his road would take, 
And there at night in frost and snow, 
He watch’d to seize old Goody Blake. 


( To be Continued. ) 





NOTICE. 

VALUABLE Land for sale in seve- 
ral Country‘s and States, in small or 
large quantities to suit purchasers ;and 
property of every description taken in 
payment, or part, and Jiberal credit giv- 
en for the remainder. Also, Land ware 
rants to locate land in the best climate 
and soil in America; will '¢ sold low, 
and on very accommodating terms, with 


“the Governor‘s recommendations and 


patents ; all which may be seen by Ap- 
plying to 
T.H PRANTINGHAM, 
No. 97, William-Street. 
Free and Lasy. 

Sir, re 

Te favor of your company is 
requested at Richard Ford‘s Larve 
Room, No. 12, Rosevelt Strect, to 
attend a Convivial Society, on 
Monday. Evening next. 
Mr. In the Chair. 


WANTED 
Immediately, an accomplished Tay 
loress. Enquire at No. 212 Greenwich 
Street. 
N. B. Wanted Two female apprentices 
to the above Susiness.— Enquire as above 
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